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<The Play’s the thing !""—Ask for Thomas’s Observer. 


Haymarket Cheatre. 

Last night Morton’s Comedy of Speed the Plough was exccedingly 
ell performed, succeeded by Popping the Question, and The Bar 
of Seville. Miss Turpin sustained the character of Rosina in a very 
effective manner ;—this young lady will be found a decided acquisition 
to the Operatic strength of this Theatre.—The house was very well 
attended. 

Miss Sontag was robbed, during the last Concert at Warsaw, to a 
considerable amount. A thief, taking advantage of her absenee, broke 
open her desk, and took money and jewels to the value of 3000 florins. 
The thief was taken while making a second attempt. 


The affair of Lady William Lennox and Mr. Wood still absorbs 
public attention; we copy the following from the Dublin Morning Re- 
gister of Friday, a paper generally very correct in its reports.—‘‘ Lov 
in a Village was again chosen last night, as the most suitable piece to 
exhibit Miss Paton and Mr. Wood. ‘The appearance of the house 
afforded another and a most gratifying proof of the total failure of th 
attempt to profit by the debasement of public morality. Mr. Wood 
is now become an object more of commiseration than contempt; and 
we shall only say regarding him, that he experienced a similar recep- 
tion, as on the- former evening of his appearance,. If he havea par 
ticle of manly feeling, he’ will not eontinue in his present pitiable and 
debased condition. On the cecasion of Miss Paton’s first appearance 
we deprecated, in strong terms, the bad taste and heartlessness which 
could induce the lady to sing, by way of a clap-trap,a lachrymose bal 
tad, called ‘‘She never blamed him, never?’ whieh describes the: de 
portment of a heroine, who has suffered from the faithlessness of het 
lover. The song itself is a bad one, and as a piece of music, it is to- 
tally irreconcileatle with the character of the Opera. ‘Fhe lady could 
not have understood the words, or she surely would not have intro 
duced a song so very condemnatory of her own conduct. The heroin 
of the song is abandoned by her husband.—Miss Paton abandons he 
husband. The lady in the song is left to the “ world’s scorn’ Miss 
Paton brought herself to scorn.’ ‘The lady in the song lets 

Concea!ment, like a worm i’ th’ bud, 
Feed on her damask cheek,”’ 
Miss Paton blazons-her- misfortunes to-the-world, and courte her pre 
sent notoriety. The lady in the song withers in the blight of her hap 































































































THK THEATRICAL OBSERVER. 





piness, and dies ;—Miss Paton, merry as a cricket, takes a broad- 
shouldered bean by the hand, and drives dull care away. Where now 
are the peints of tragical resemblance? ‘Those who know Miss Paton 
are, we believe, of opinion that there is in the composition of her mind 
a good deal of the imbecile, and her repetition of a song, in itself, a 
most worthless trifle, and which we so reprobated on a former occasion, 
would seem to prove the judgment correct. 


(From The Dublin Evening Packet.) 

There is a tribunal to which critics must submit, performers suc- 
cumb, and managers yield. The first may writhe, the second threaten 
and the last vapour; but the tribunal of the public is the true touch- 
stone by whieh the merits or the demerits of parties can be tried ; that 
tribunal bas decided that the respectable portion of the Dublio press, 
was correct in its views of the nature and attraction of the late er- 
gagement, and Lady William Lennox and Mr.Wood are literally play- 
ing to empty benches. 


Lo the Editor of The Theatrical Observer. 

Dear Mr. Epitor, I address you from the elegant Drvan now open at (02, 

trand, where I am a constant visitor ;—here I find matchless cigars, exquisite 
coffee, profusion of magazines and newspapers, and elegant decorations render 
the establishment the very essence of comfort and fashion—do pop in—just wish 
to say a word—beg pardon, hope 1 don’t intrude—bvt will you excuse me— 
{ have to mention, that [’ve arranged so as to rub shoulders with my friends. 
and the fashionable world, at one or other of the Grand Lounges about town. 

Monday I visit the Diorama. in the Regent’s Park, to see the two new and 
enchanting Views—Mount St. Gothard, painted by M. Daguerre, and Rheims 
Cathedral, by M. Bouton—these chef d’e@uvres, in my opinion, surpass all for- 
mer efforts of those great masters. ; 

Tuesday; callin at the Royal Bazaar, 73, Oxford Street—spendidly fitted 
up and magvificently arranged—visit the British Diorama, containing fou 
views, &c. by Stanfield, &c.—highly interesting, and always crowded. Lounged 
in the Physierama—consists of 14 views, fiom all parts of the world—the 
arrangement, in a gallery 200 feet long, are truly unique and indescribably 
beautiful—here I’m an enchanted traveller, visiting all the globe in a day. 

Wednesday [ drop inat the Exhibition of Sculpture, Old Bond Street, to view 
the figures, life size, of Tam O’Shanter, Sonter Johnny, the Landlord and the 
Landlady—delighted beyond measure—work of ibat self-taught artist, James 
Thom—saw Tam raking love to the landlady—a rich scene—the landlord’s tip- 
sey —his legs dead drunk—pose of figures admirable—whoever has read Burns 
must see them. 

From thence, I wander to No. 15, Oxford Street, just to take a peep at Mr. 
Wilmshurst’s large Picture, in enamel, of The Tournament of the Cloth of 
iold—a most triumphanteffort, inimitable execution, astonishing labour, and 
a most admirable hit—found the Gothic Hall crowded’ with visitors, of the 
highest class, desirous of patronising the genius of this young artist. 

ito Friday, L pop in to examine Miss Linwood's curious Needle- Work, in 
eicester Square. 

1 daily, between | and 4, qualify Mrs. Pry’s discordant notes with some har- 
mony divine, and may be found at The Apollonicon, 101, St. Martin’s Lane.— 
Market and Fishermen's Chorus, from the Opera of Masaniello, enchanting ! 

I nightly lounge in the lobbies—fond of adventure—observed a beautiful 
Sylph admiring herself in my boots—‘ Why, Mr. Pry,” says she, ‘ does agrea 
actress resemble Warren’s Jet Blacking ?” * Because she cuts ashine.’—I never 
give it up.—but d intrude, beg pardon, your’s, - (PAUL PRY. 


Prin ed and Published by K, Thomas, Denmark Court, Kxeter-street, Strand.. 
Ail Comtaunications must’be post paid.—Printing in Général, 





























Theatre Royal, Adelphi, Strand. 
To-morrow, this Theatre will Open with The 


. Sister of Charity. 


The Music composed by Mr. Hawes. 
Colonel Sake, Mr BAKER, Paulo, Mr KEELEY, 
Captain Wiemar, Mr J. VINING, 
Andrea, Mr O. SMITH, Joseph, Mr PERKINS, 
Jacomo, Mr FULLER, Worgman, Mr SALTER,” 


Nannetta, Miss H. CAWSE, 
St. Ursula, (the Sister of Charity) Miss KELLY. 





After which, the Comick Operetta, called 


Lying made Easy. 
The Music composed by Mr. Hawes. 


Mr Swallow, Mr BARTLEY Flam, Mr WRENCH, 

Henry Swallow, Mr THORNE, . 

Mrs Swallow, (first time) Miss PINCOTT, 
Sophia, Miss H. CAWSE. 





To conclude with the Comick Operctta, called 


The Middle Temple; 


Or, “ Which is my Son i”? 
The Music composed and selected by Mr. G. H. Rodwell. 
Briefless, Mr WRENCH, Doggins, Mr SALTER, 
Brutus Hairbrain, Mr KEELEY, 

Mr Prettyman............00; Mr W. BENNETT,= 
Noggins, Mr FULLER, Pounce, Mr HEATH, 
Hairbrain, Mr MINTON, John, Mr SANDERS. 
Mrs Middlemist, Mrs C. JONES, 

Julia, Miss H. CAWSE, Penelope, Mrs KEELEY. 















Theatre Royal, Hay=Market. 


This Evening, the Historical Drama of 


Charles the Twelfth. 


Charles the Xlith, Mr W. FARREN, 
Gustavus, MrBRIN DAL, &dam Brock, MrJ. REEVE 
. Major Vanberg, Mr COOPER, 
Triptolemus Muddlewerk, Mr WEBSTER, 
General Duckert, Mr COVENEY, 

Colonel Reichel.........6....: Mr W. JOHNSON, 
Officers, Messrs COOKE aud GALLOT. 
Ulrica, Vanbere’s Daughter, Miss F. H. KELLY, 

Eudiga, Mrs HUMBY. 


After which, a Comic Piece called 


Popping the Question ! 


Mr Primrose, Mr W. FARREN, 
Henty BONERS 60 6s e i vantaceiets Mr COOKE, 
Miss Biffin, Mrs GLOVER, 
Ellen, Mrs NEWCOMBE, Bobbin, Mrs HUMBY, 
Miss Winterblossom, Mrs TAYLEUDRE. 


* To which will ke added, the of ef 


The Happiest Day of my Life 


Mr Gillman, Mr WE BST: R, 
Frederick Vincent......Mr COOKE, — Charles......Mr BRINDAL, 
Mr Didley, Mr WILLIAMS, Thomas, Mr COATES, 
Mr Jones......Mr B. BARNETT, John......Mr COVENEY, 
Mrs Dadley, Mrs GLOVER, 
Mrs Grimley, Mrs TAYLEURE, Mrs ‘Taylor, Mrs GOVENEY, 
Sophia, Mrs HUMBY Mary, Mis ASHTON, 
Miss Stokes, Miss BARNETT, Jane, Mrs W. JOHNSON. 


To conclade with the Farce of The 


Spectr e Bridegroom. 


Mr Nicodemas, Mr phat, 
Squire Allwinkle, Mr WELLIAMS, Capt. Vauptingdon, Mr BRINDAL, 
Dickory, Mr WEBSTER, 
Paul, Mr COVENEY, John, Mr B. BARNETT. 
Miss Georgiana Aldwinkle, Mrs ASHTON, Lavinia, Mrs T. HILL. 


‘T'o-morrow, *‘ Quite Correct,” aad a new Petite Comedy called Sepa- 
ration and Raparation, and other Entertainments. 
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